
The Life and Death 

Of that fweet way I was in,to difpaire : 

W hat lay you now? what comfort have we now ? 

By heaven He hate him everlaftingly , 

That bids me be of comfort any more. 

Goe to Flint Caftle,there lie pine away, 

A King, Woes {lave, lhall Kingly W oeobey: 

That power I have, difcharge,and let ’em goe 
To care the Land, that hath fome hope to grow 
For I have none. Let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, for counfaile is but vaine. 

Aum. My Liege, one word. 

Rich. He docs me double wrong, 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue, 
Difcharge my followers : let them hence aw ay. 

From Rickards Night ,to Bullingbrookesiziiz Day. Ext*. 


Sc ten a Tertia. 


Enter with Drum and Colours bullingbrooke ft orkt) 
Northumberland , Attendants. 

Bui. So that by this intelligence we learne 
The W elchmen aredi^pers’d., and Salisbury 
Is gone to meete the King, who lately landed 
With fome few private ftiends,upon this Coaft. 

Nor . The news is very faire and good my Lord, 
Richardaot farre §rom hence, hath hid his head. 

Tor. It would befeemethe Lord Northumberland, 
To fay King R ichard : a lacke the heavy day. 

When fuch a facred King fliould hide his head. 

Nor. Your Grace miflakes: onely to be bride. 

Left I this Title out. 

Tor. The time hath beene, 

Would you have beene fo briefe with him,he would 
Have beene fo briefe with you,to fhorten you. 

For taking fo the head ; your whole heads length* 
Bnl- 




40 






80 



KicjiarcT 

Vul. Miflake not(Vncle) farther than you flsould. 

y 0 r. Take not (good Cofin) farther than you fbould. 
Lea ft 'you miftake, the heavens are ore your head- 

Bui. I know it (Vncle) and oppofe not my felfe 
A^aiiift their will-But who comes here ? 

Enter Percy. 

Welcome Harry : what, will not this Caftle yeeld ? 

Per. The Caftle royally ismann’d, my Lord, 

Againft thy entrance. 

Bui. Royally?; Why, it contaynes no King ? 

P«r. Yes(my good Lord) 

It doth containe a King: King Richard lyes 
Within the limits of yond Lime and Stone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle^LotA Salisbury 
Sir Stef hen Scroope, befides a Cleargy man 
Of holy reverence : who, I cannot learne. 

Nor. Oh,belike it is the Biftiop of Carlile. 

Bui . Noble Lord, 

Goe to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle, 

Through Brazen Trumpet fend the breath of Parle 
Into his ruin’d Eares, and thus deliver : 

Henry Bullingbrooke upon his knees doth kiffe 

King Richards hand, and lends allegeance 

Ana true faythof heart tohisroyall Perlon: hither come 

Even at his feete,to lay myarmes and power 

Provided, that my Banilhment repeal'd, 

And Lands reftor’d againe, be freely granted : 
Ifnot,iIeufe th’advantage of my power. 

And lay the fummers.duft with (Lowers of blood 
Rayn'd from the wounds of flaughter’d Engliftimenj 
The which, how farre off from the mind of Bullingbrooke 
It is, fuch CrimfonTempeft fihould bedrench 
The frefh greene Lap offaireKing Richards Land 
My (looping duty tenderly (hall fhew. 
i. Goefignifie as much, while here we march 
Vponthe Gralfie Carpet ofthis plains 
Let s march without thenoyfe of threatning Drum, 

. That from this Caftels tatter'd Battelments 
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